With the calf bucket in hand I followed my father into the screened in porch at the southwest corner of the house, followed him over narrow tongue-in-groove boards to the door of our cave and storm shelter, door with its matching tongue-in-groove boards, door that lifted easily, thanks to a system of ropes and pulleys that the ten year-old mind had, and to this day has, difficulty understanding. The earthen steps were dry and uneven; I took them one at a time, slowly, my father in front of me now balancing himself with the family shovel in his right hand and the lard can in the other. 
